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Our Ladyſhip may well be im, Aare, fe think either Maggot or Wind- 
mill in my Crown, for being a Meddler out of my own Sphere ; yet 
ings, T would fly to your Feet, and rely on your Juſtice in hope of 
A Fool is an Extinguiſher of Loves Flames. May ſome good An- 
ſhield you from that lamentable Crofs. I was neither Baboon nor 

for all the Ow idge to gaze at. If your Gallant's Eyes want 
$ thoſe will fit his Noſe. But laſt 
park reel from the Bell to falure a 


you, Neither Time nor Fortune can alter 


Madam, your moſt paſhonate : ur: 
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